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r BECAUSE THERE'S 

NOTHING TO SHOW/ 
*THE PRISON LOOKS 
PLAIN ENOUGH WHEN 

vANYBOPV'S VISITING, 



IT'S JUST THAT SANDy JONES TOLD KtHAT MAW 
A STORY I HAPPEN TO BEUIVE/ /mm* PUINNY 
IT SEEMS BANDY WASN'T ONE ' ^ N 
OF THE SELECT FEW AND SO HE ' 
1 iWAP A TOUGH LIFE THERE- 
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A SWEET HAUL, AL —AND LET 
THE COPS TRY TO PIN tT ON — 
P,WK.R.HK~-0'HAp.Af 
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BIG RED 



DFOUDLY he stood on the 
* high, wind swept scarp of 
the ridge and looked down in- 
to the verdant valley 

Memories of that valley held 
no lure for him His early youth 
had been spent there — as a 
prisoner Now he was free, a 
wild, beautiful thing that went 
gliding across the hills like 
some animate copper creature. 
And the other wild things 
looked on with envy 

The breeze caught his great 
mane and blew it streaming 
back, like a wave of golden 
flame. He nickered softly as the 
smell of cool, moist grass was 
wafted to him. That was one 
thing he missed; down in the 
rich valley there had been rich 
green grass! Up here in the wild 
jumble of rocks, it was a bit 
hard to find! But what did he 
care? He was free! 

Big Red swept the ridge with 
hts great keen eyes. His nos- 
trils flared and an angry snort 
issued from his savage mouth. 
A mile away a small herd of 
wild horses had paused on a 
. rock flat. A big black stallion 
led them. What gave Big Red 
the start was the fact that a 
dainty white mare was in that 
herd. 

He lifted his head and 
shrilled fiercely to the skies. 
The black stallion jerked, ten. 
sing for a battle. Both stallions 
spotted each other, stood a mo- 
ment facing each other Then 
Big Red moved cautiously to- 
ward the other horse. 

A red haze partly obscured 
Big Red's vision. Terrible anget 
and hate welled within his great 
heart. That black stallion must 
die! He had taken the white 
mare — Big Red's own love! 

Red stallion and black ap- 
proached each othei The herd 
was alert, sensing a battle, (The 
white mare acted kittenish, ca- 



vorting in the open as if to 
tease both horses. 

The distance separating both 
stallions grew less. Now they 
faced each ether, eyes glaring 
hate. Big Red whistled shrilly 
The black answered in kind. 
Then they wure hurling to -d 
each other at the speed o le 
wind. The herd watched ex- 
pectantly. 

Big Red skidded to a stop 
an instant before the black did, 
and lifted his front feet high in 
the air. sharp hooves cleaving 
like two axes. The black did 
likewise. Four hooves came 
down in slashing arcs. The 
black was a bit too short . his 
drive swept only the air But 
Big Red connected, his hooves 
bringing two gory grooves 
across the black's withers. A 
scream of rage whistled from 
the black stallion's wide open 
jaws He whirled and ripped 
with his teeth, this time tear- 
ing a bit of skin from the red's 
shoulder 

The two fighters leaped and 
whirled, their movements al- 
most too quick tu follow. Then 
the red got in a particularly 
good strike — the black went 
down, but he was quickly on 
his feet again, slashing, scream- 
ing 

Eric Vale, watching on a 
high ridge, lowered his glasses 
and turned to the othei three 
men "We ought to stop it It's 
a magnificent fight, but those 
two horses will slash each to 
death, Come on!" 

The four men arose and hur- 
ried down the cliff The herd 
spotted them instantly and 
screamed warnings The two 
fighters whirled, lacing the rise 
Battle was forgotten in the joint 
issue facing them Here was 
Cause for fright: men! They all 
went streaking across the hard 
rocks in a blur of speed 

"For Pete's sake," gasped 



Hap Oliver, horse wrangler. 
"I've seen a lot of wild ones 
in my day, but never a white 
mare like that one!" 

Eric Vale chuckled. "I hat 
the one you want? Well, t il go 
for that big red stallion. He's 
magnificent." 

"Nothing wrong with the 
black," put in Louie Briggs, a 
crooked-legged little chap who 
had spent half a lifetime hunt- 
ing wild horses in Arizona. "If 
I ever get a rope on that one, 
I'll be satisfied." 

"You mean," said Eric, "that 
you've tried to get those fel- 
lows before?" » 

Hap Oliver laughed outright. 
"Man, we've been after them 
two stallions for a year. The 
red is an Arab. Pop Stubbf 
owned him once, when he was 
just a wee mite. The little ras- 
cal ran away. Been wild ever 
since. Hates the human 

race!" 

Eric looked at the horsemen. 
He laughed It was like hunt- 
ing gold, this chasing wild 
horses. All he wanted was pic- 
tures of the beautiful animals — 
colored movies of them in their 
everyday life He had got a few 
feet of the battle, but the dis 
tance had been a little far 

"Let's see if we can find 'em 
Rgain," he said The four men 
started down the mountain face, 
making as little noise as pos 
sible They reached their teth- 
ered horses and climbed aboard. 

For an hour they hunted for 
the wild horses, and at last 
Olivei held up a hand and 
pointed. There, far up a pass, 
they spotted Big Red and the 
white mare 

Oliver chuckled., "The old 
boy has cut out his mare, all 
right Must've scared the 
black." 

The two wild horses saw the 
men at the same time. They 
whirled and disappeared over 



the ridge in a clatter of hooves. 
The men followed. 

At the top, Oliver drew rein. 
Down below them the racing 
pair was making for a cut be- 
tween two ridges. Oliver spurred 
his mount and leaped off. The 
others followed. The wild pair 
dashed through the cut, and a 
minute later the men did like- 
wise. 

Big Red's whistle of rage 
came back to them. The giant 
brorrae horse was running like 
a streak, just behind his white 
mare, seemingly urging her 
along, but not getting ahead of 
her. 

They raced for a mile, all 
the time Big Red acting as a 
guard and encouraging his be- 
loved along the rough trail. 

Suddenly the trail came out 
on a broad fiat mesa, where the 
wind whooped and whistled like 
a banshee. Oliver pulled his 
horse up with a sliding crash 
and motioned with one hand. 

"We've got him, fellows! I 
thought he'd turn off, but the 
old boy was going too fast. He 
can't get across the stone arch. 
Come on!" 

The wild horses were a half 
mile away. And now Eric could 
see the narrow, spindly arch of 
stone that spanned a gorge. It 
looked narrow, but it might 
have been a hundred feet wide. 
What would the great red horse 
do? 

They saw Big Red circling 
his mare, nickering, coaxing. He 
ran toward the stone bridge, 
whirled and came back to the 
mare. He reared on his hind 
feet and shrilled fiercely. 

The mare pranced a few feet 
toward the bridge and then 
halted. Big Red evidently tried 
to urge her across the arch, but 
she wouldn't go. The men were 
drawing closer, not so fast now. 
They didn't want to frighten 
the horses into making a crazy 
leap. 

Big Red suddenly galloped 
out on the arch, tried to stop 
and whirl around, couldn't make 
it, and rushed headlong across 
the arch, whirling on the other 
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side and screaming at the mare. 
With a toss of her head she 
leaped across the arch. 

Oliver reined up near the 
bridge. He rubbed his stubbly 
jaw. "Well, I'll be darned!" he 
cried. "I never saw anything 
like that. What a horse! 
Come on, we'll have to head 
'em off down below. This puts 
'em in a tight place, but we've 
got to beat 'em there." 

Fifteen minutes later the four 
men were approaching the 
opening of a narrow box can- 
yon. They drew up and lis- 
tened. Yes, the drumming 
hooves of the two horses could 
be heard. The four men rode 
into the entrance. Big Red and 
his mare leaped down into the 
canyon, a jump of nearly fif- 
teen feet and then they saw 
the riders. Red screamed with 
rage. 

Louis spurred toward them, 
whirling his lasso. The move, 
ment was sudden, disconcerting. 
The loop fell over the white 
mare's neck. He jerked at it. 
The others rode full tilt toward 
them. Big Red sensed the snare- 
He roared angrily, pawing the 
air. His hooves slashed at Lou- 
is, who barely escaped. But the 
big horse would not abandon 
his mate. He circled, slashing 
at the rope, as if he knew this 
was a prisoning thing. 



Eric Vale marveled at the 
sagacity of the horse. His cam. 
era was going. Red reared and 
slashed again at the rope. His 
sharp hooves did the trick; the 
rope parted. The two wild 
horses whirled and, by sheer 
force of might, galloped through 
the horsemen. In a moment, all 
was silent. 

Well, I'll be—" gasped Oli- 
ver. "Did yo« ever see anythin' 
like that? The big chap is a 
real sport. Wouldn't leave his 
gal. An' how he cut that rope! 
That's one to tell our grand- 
children!" 

Eric laughed, and a warm 
glow suffused him. He had seen 
something that escaped one of 
the men: both Louie and Oliver 
could have stopped the red — 
but they didn't. It had been a 
sporting thing, to match the 
brave act of the horse. He said 
as much in a whisper to Oliver. 

The horse wrangler chuck- 
led. "Wal, mebbe you are right 
Eric. Yeah. I cud o' cut htm 
out, but shucks, I never see 
anythin 1 so brave as that fed 
hoss. I plumb let 'im go, I did 
— after seein' th 1 fight he put 
up." 

Eric nodded. "I would have, 
too, Hap," he said quietly. "And 
Louis let the white mare get 
away for the same reason. 
You're both good sports!" 
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